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Fire On High 


Author's Notes: 
If this turns out vaguely steampunkish, I\'m.. actually, I\'m not that sorry if that happens. 


Also, | think Roy | mentioned everyone in the cast list. If not.. they\'re there in spirit. XD 


Accompanying fanmix_can be found here. (and | still haven\'t uploaded the complete zip yet. Fuck. D: *on the 
to-do list*) 


It was five in the afternoon in Hyde Park on the fourth of May. The year was IB5I. Queen Victoria had been 
England's regal majesty for over a decade and this World's Fair was a crowning achievement. In the centre of 
the park, the Crystal Palace had been built for the Great Exhibition It glittered and shone in the dying sunlight. 
A building made from glass and metal, it was a giant greenhouse built in Hyde Park for what was to be the 
grandest exhibition of industry and culture in the world. And greenhouse was not so strange a description, 


given it had been built around several large trees that were now enclosed within the central hall, complete with 


screeching sparrows that were one of the few nuisances about the place. 


Roy Wood had worked for years to be here now. His fire organ had taken him many years to perfect as it 
required the right metal filaments to produce the colour of each individual note. He had always loved colour 
organs since the first one he'd seen at a fair as a child, but he felt it was always limited in what it could do. A 
normal organ with colours that lit up was indeed fantastic, and he could understand that point of view 
completely. However, his mind was turned to pyrophones when he studied chemistry. Burning certain metals in 
a flame produced different colours; it was how you identified an unknown metal. He had to remember the chart 
of metals and colours for his exams and it had always stuck in his mind. What if you could create a pyrophone 


that produced colours? 


He was sure it could be done, even though his chemistry professor said it was impossible. It just made him 
even more determined to make it work He was not usually so obsessed in science, music had always been his 
greatest love, but he would spent hours in laboratories, burning various metals as he tried to make the right 
colours for his pyrophone. Eventually, he had a working prototype. Which then exploded the first time he fired 
it up. Still, it wasn't as great a set-back as he'd anticipated. Soon he had another working model, and having 
figured out what went wrong in the first model, made sure not to repeat the mistake. This one worked 


perfectly and the coloured flames shooting up the glass tubes was really very beautiful. 


Roy stopped before the front façade, his two friends, Jeff Lynne and Bev Bevan, by his side. They'd come all 
the way from Birmingham, bringing their precious pyrophone with them, and now they were about to show it 
off. The Queen had shown remarkable curiosity about it earlier in the day, and had demanded a night time 
performance to showcase the true glory of it. Roy could hardly believe his luck, though not exactly prepared 
for a performance, he had managed to convince the Queen to allow him a day at the least to prepare for her. 
He didn't want to give a substandard performance, and if he was going to have to recruit a few more 
musicians, he would need at least one rehearsal before he would feel ready to perform. He had been granted 
three days to prepare, which, given the situation, was probably the best he was going to get and spent the 
first afternoon hurriedly working out something to play for Her Majesty. 


He'd had to call in some favours from some fellow musicians to fill out his group, asking almost any musician 
in London he could find. While he had managed to source not only a glass armonica, a few choristers, and a 
sitar player, he was short of a couple of violinists and would have to re-arrange his music to compensate. He 
was glad of the two days they'd had to rehearse. They'd needed it in order to get the music to fit the various 
instruments Roy had been able to gather. It was not a traditional orchestra by any stretch of the imagination, 


and most of the music was eclectic and experimental. 

Roy removed his hat as he gazed up at the huge glass structure before them. It really was stupendously 
massive, even from the outside. He was sure that if any place was built to showcase his pyrophone, the 
Crystal Palace was it. He took his friends' hands in his and smiled. 


"Well, here we are, lads. Here's hoping she doesn't explode," Roy said. 


| do hope you mean the pyrophone, not Her Majesty," Jeff said, nudging him in the ribs. 


"Well, of course | mean the pyrophone. | would not be so brash to make such a comment about Her Majesty, 
Roy said, though the little smile he gave said otherwise. At least, he would make no comment about her where 


she might find out about it. 


Entering the massive glass building was still awe-inspiring, especially at night. The lights and their reflections 
made the place look like a glass cathedral. In order to accommodate the night's performance, seats had been 
set up in the aisles for the guests. Roy dawdled as they walked towards the stage, taking some time to look at 
the exhibits he hadn't had time to look at earlier in the day. 


People were beginning to gather, milling about as drinks were handed out. They discussed the exhibits, taking 
longer to observe them while the crowds were considerably smaller. Not all the inventors had turned up, but 


the chance to talk to potential benefactors was worth coming for most. 


After examining some industrial machinery with interest, Roy finally turned his attention to the night's 
performance. The other musicians they would be playing with were already there, tuning their instruments. 
The stage was looking rather crowded and didn’t quite look big enough to cope with the whole ensemble, but it 
would have to do. The crowd was growing as people began to take their seats. There wasn't any sort of proper 
dressing room or rehearsal room like in the music halls, so they were left to tune up and prepare in sight of 


the crowd. However, there were worse fates when one was performing for royalty. 


Bev was busy setting up the timpani and the rest of the drums and cymbals with Charlie Grima and Keith 
Smart, old friends from back home who had happened to be in town for the Exhibition. Trevor Burton, the 
sitar player, sat on the floor nearby as he tuned his instrument, trading gossip with Ace Kefford and Carl 
Wayne, two of the string players. The rest of the string players had gathered on the other side, and the 

conversation was dominated by Kelly Groucutt as he told filthy drinking stories just out of earshot of the 


Queen's guard. 


After moving around some of the players to make them fit better on the stage, Roy finally turned his 
attention to his pyrophone. It sat in the middle of the stage, dust cover keeping it safe from prying eyes He 
had wanted to test it in private before the show, but it proved too difficult and fragile to move twice, so it 
would have to be done now while guests were beginning to arrive. Roy did give a whispered request to some of 
the stewards to move people back away from the stage while they tuned up. He wasn't so stupid as to risk 
potentially killing people if it blew up. 


Carefully removing the cover, Roy set about getting the glass tubes out and securing them in place. It was far 
safer to move the organ without them and had built a box lined with soft material to carry them that fitted 
neatly to the rear of the organ Jeff helped him remove the box and set it beside the organ. Roy opened it and 
checked each glass tube for cracks or scratches before handing them to Jeff to secure in place. Roy made 
sure to test the burners before he was prepared to light them. Roy lit each of the flames, one by one, before 
Jeff carefully set the glass tubes in place. 


With the pyrophone put together, Roy checked each of the keys to make sure there were no problems with 


them. One of the As was a bit sticky, and he spent a moment lubing it to make sure it wouldn't cause any 
issues once the performance began. He checked all the bolts and rivets, and the peddles below to control the 
sound, making any last minute repairs as necessary. The filaments that created the different colours were 
sitting above the flames, out of sight. When a key was pressed, the filament was lowered into the flame and 
burnt. He had invented an ingenious system whereby each time a key was pressed and some of the metal 
filament was burnt, it shifted it along so that a new section could be burnt when the key was pressed again It 
was very sophisticated for a prototype. 


"Ready to test it then? Play us some scales," Jeff said as he helped Roy secure the last of the glass tubes in 


place. 


Roy tightened a couple of the screws and straightened, looking over his instrument. He glanced at Jeff. "Oh, | 
know she'll work, | just want to make sure she's working properly. I'd hardly like her to explode in here. That 


would be disastrous.” 


Sitting down in front of it, he slowly played a C major scale, watching the tubes light up as he played each 
note. The colours started as dark blues and proceeded to yellows, oranges and reds. While Bev and Jeff 
disagreed on his colour scale, it was uniquely Roy's system, and he wasn't aware of anyone else who had one 
quite like his. Jeff could hardly comprehend all the deep symbolism he'd used either, and the music that was 
written to embrace it was hardly any clearer. Jeff didn't mind though. He would get to play some of his 


favourite chords, so it wasn't a Total loss. 


The sound of the organ was quite eerie inside the glass hall. The sound of the organ was creepy anyway, but 
the low breathy tones seemed even more haunting as the sound bounced off the glass. Even the higher notes 
sounded creepy, like a ghostly breeze blowing through the building. The flashes of colour that accompanied 
each note made it look like it was setting off fireworks, and the coloured light shone onto the audience. It really 
was a most magnificent setting for such a wonderful instrument, of that Jeff was sure, and Roy looked so 


happy to be there as he did last minute preparations. 


The time for the performance arrived. The Queen had just arrived in pomp and ceremony, the orchestra 
playing for her as she walked down the aisle to the royal box that had been prepared for her. All the quests 
had, by now, arrived, and rose to their feet and bowed or curtseyed as she passed. She paused by the stage 
and Roy presented his players as they bowed to her. Roy decided not to read anything into her scowl. She had, 
after all, asked for this performance. She took her seat before addressing him. 


"So, what do you call this fanciful contraption, sir?" Queen Victoria said, eyeing the pyrophone with curiosity. 


"I call it a chromopyrophone, Majesty. It is a fire organ, essentially, that produces colour for each note. 
Certainly, pyrophones and colour organs have existed previously in separate incarnations, but they have never 
been combined until now. It has taken a great many years to perfect the engineering to not only make it a 
tuneful instrument but also a viable new concert instrument, and | have also started writing music and 
recruiting an orchestra for the purpose of a much more complete performance of the chromopyrophone. | do 


hope it pleases you, Majesty," Roy said, adding another bow out of respect. He wasn't sure you could bow too 


many times to a monarch. 


Roy couldn't read her expression; he felt it best not to think about it. He took his place as they were more 
formally introduced. The crowd fell silent and the lights dimmed. Roy took a moment to settle his nerves 
before he began playing, hoping nothing would go wrong. 


It was a long program, with various pieces selected to show off not only the pyrophone, but the glass 

armonica as well. The pyrophone behaved itself wonderfully, and the crowd did seem to appreciate the way the 
different coloured flames danced off the glass surrounding them. The stage acquired an ethereal glow, and the 
music created a surreal dark fantasy that captured everyone's attention Even the glass armonica, not know to 


be the loudest of instruments, seemed perfectly suited to the surroundings and was loud enough to be heard. 


Roy watched anxiously for the Queen's reaction, hoping she had enjoyed herself sufficiently that she wouldn't 

feel the need to have him punished in some way. She did applaud, however, and while she did not approach him 
afterwards, he was given a message that he should be summoned to her court to play for her again. Roy had 
never been invited to play in the palace before, and hoped he would have more time to prepare if she did call 

on him again. However, a small part of him wondered if any performance would ever live up to that first 


performance, where the audience sat enraptured as he wove his magic around them with his music. There was 


no feeling better than that. 


